

Most of all I remember the people . . . the
Turks were kind and generous in all they
did. Each one of them took the time to talk
to me, and each was eager to share his
thoughts as well as his possessions. My Turk-
ish family made sacrifices for my sake; more
than that, they made me a real part of their
activities and their life. The kids went out of
their way to see that I was having a nice
time. They bothered to explain things to me
when I didn't understand. Someone was al-
ways ready to tell me about the confusing
customs  or to  translate the  language.
It was hard for me to leave the people
who had come to be my family and friends
for a summer. Someday, Insallah (God will-
ing), I'll see agaii the people who have
given me so much.
Jo Ann Cummings
I had my chance last year. My eight
months in New Zealand were the most
rewarding and exciting of my life. I
adored the people because they were
so friendly and hospitable. I now have
two families, two sets of friends, two
countries, and a new outlook on myself.
It gives me a tingly feeling to think
that I can travel half way around the
world and find a country as beautiful
and as free as my own. "Walk together,
talk together, oh ye peoples of the
earth; then, and only then, will we
have peace."
Kathy Ladd
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